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Piok met Cbarlie Weymonth in the

FTHE SUMMER OF ‘THE HEART.
For all the wintry flakes of frost it's summer
time somewhere—
Violets in the valleys, bird songs intheair;
The chilly winds have only blown the lily’s
iips apart —
It’s summer in the world, my dear, and
summer in the heart!

For all the gray skies glooming it's summer
in the dells—

In the merry song of reapers, in the tink-
ling of the bell:
The sweet south-skies gre brightening as
with springiime’s magie art—
Dut the sweotest summer, dearest, is the
summer in the heart!

Btill, stiil the birds are singing, and still the
Rroves are green;
And still the roses redden, and tho loyal
lilies lean;
Love fades not with the season; when sum-
mer days depart,
It's summer still, my dcarest, in the Eden

of the heart!
F. L. Stanton.
“A NICE Boy.”
E lives in a

ladies’ elub,” con-
tinued Dick, look-
ing down at Lis
boots,

“How nice!”
sighed his sister,
and forgot herim-
mediate hatred of
the lady in ques-
tion.

(1} T h e ]
beastly little buttons who tbi:l:s l:im.-
self somebody, and he says he can't
fhow me upstairs because it sn’t guest
(.la,:'. PLiko to llmow when guest day
is m sure 1've trie i
the week, too.” d every e

“I fancy you have,” she murmnured.

.“I thought, perhaps,” said Dick,
mthqut heeding her comment, ““that
we might do a theatre oneo migzht, just
we three, don’t you know, Kit? She

wants to know yon awlully,” he added | tually asked me to point ont my pict-

quite as an afterthought.

“Ob, yes,” said Kit sceptically,
;;,th"y al’l' do. Will she go in the pit,
ough?

Her brother jumped out of his chair
and eaid something not very softly.

*“‘What’s tho matter? Have I done
nnything?” asked Kit in rather a harsh
tone.

“Did rou say pit?” shouted Dick,
wrathfully, “I take Pauline in the
pit?  Pauline?”

“Weli, you always take me in the
pit, and I generally pay my share,”
complained his sister, taking an in-
wreased 1nterest in her embroidery;
‘but, of course, I am not Panline.”

Dick, being at the stage when a man
does not analyze any remarks except
ninde by the one person, was a little
molkified, and sat down again

**No,” he said gravely, “ns, you're
not; and yon haven't met her, either.”

“I have taken s box at the Hay-
market for Thursday evening,” said
Diek prosently, in rather a strained
voice. Howas lighting a cigar as ho
made this annoancement, and he
wasted two or three matches in the
attempt and began talking abont
Bryant end May without the least oe-
easion for it. Kit dropped her em-
broidery on the fioor eaud stared at
him.

“A box, Dick?”

“Yes, a box, Kit! Yon are very
touchy, you are, this evening. 1 was
going to ack you to come, too,” he
went on in an absent way as if he were
thinking about something else.

“Yes, you will want a chaperon, of
course,” said Kit. "~ *“Who else is
coming, Dick?”

“Who else?--eh, what?.—who else?
Why, Pauline, of course; I've told
you that alzready, Kit.”

“But besides Paulice?” she said

tiently.

“QOh, I don't know.

P That’s enough,
9, i .|.

“I've no doubt that will be enongh 50

for you, but Idon’t want to sit by my-
self all the evening. You'll have to
ask Charlie Weymouth, too.”

“Ob, I can’t ask Charlie Wey-
mouth,” said Dick, with great dignity ;
‘we’ve had a row.”

“That doesu't matter. You're
always having rows, but they’re never
of the least importance. You ask him,
Dick, or else I shan’t go,” and Kit
spoke decisively. If there was any
capital to be made out of the situation
she meant to make it.

*‘Bat Pauline’s coming,” said Dick
in a surprised tone, “‘and she really
waants to know—"

“Yes, I've heard that before,” eaid
Kit, impatiently. *“I mean, of course,
1 want tc see her, too, Dick, but it
will be all the nicer for you if I have
somebody to talk to. 1'il tell Charlie
to come. Good-night; I'm going to
bed.”

When she got into her room she
took ber brother’s photograph off the
table and stroked it wita her finger,
with a queer little frown on her face.
Then she jerked it back again to its
proper place and went and stood by
the open window and looked at the
street lamps until a hansom eab
rattled past with a man and a girl in-
side in evening aress. Then she
shivered a little and Jaughed at hersolf
and went back to the room which she
had just left.

*“Dick, I'm awfally afraid I wasn't
s bit sympathetic,” she began abrupt-
l > T
!Dick bastily thrust something into
his breast pocket and dropped two
letters ani made a plunge aiter them
under the table,

“What's the row?” he said crossly,
coming up agamn with a red face. *I

wish you wouldn't disturb s chap 8o |

suddenly. 1 do like a woman to move
about quietly. What's the good of
being & woman if you can’t do that?
What do you want?” -
*Oh, nothing; I forgot my book,”
ssid Kit, and went away without it.
On the day after this conversation

Strand about 8 o’clock in the evening.
Dick’s mind was occupied with one
subject only at that instant, so when
Weymouth smote him on the shoulder
and eaid, *“Hullo, Dick!” it took him
gome moments to collect his thoughts
sufficiently to reply in s suitable man.
ner.

“‘Good business!” he said joyfully;
*just the man [ wanted to see.”

His remark was not solely prompted
by the exigencies of the moment,
though Charlie Weymonth thought it
was, and smiled cyniesally. Dick
bsiled a hansom and bade the driver
take them to a restaurant.

*‘Got something to tell you, Charlie,
so come and bave a chop,” he began,
as carelessly as possible.

Weymouth lighted a cigar and
smiled cynically again. It was not
difficult to play the cynic to Dick’s
confidence. .

“You need not tell me much, my
boy ; it’s written all over your face,”
he said, dryly. “‘Who is she, eh?”
Dick pushed his hat on -‘the back of-
his head aud smiled savagely.

“Oh, of course; there never is any
news to tell you. You always do know
everything before you are told, don’t
you? Perkaps you can better tell me?
Oh, go on; don’t mind me. I sup-
pose Kit told you the rest as well,
didn't she?”

“She told me about the box, yes.
I'm coming on Thursday, of course.
Now, who is she, plea-e? Kit said her
pame is Pauline, but that’s ell she
said.”

Dick was quite sure at that moment
that there was only one Pauline in the
world, but he explained that her sec-
ond name was Dancombe.
“Duncombe? Pauline Duucombe?
Oh !”” said the other slowly.

*You'll see her on Tharsday, and
then you won’t wonder I was struck,”
Dick rattled on, happily. *‘I met her
at the Academy conversations, you
know. By Jove, isn’t her ‘Queen of
Sheba’ strong! Have you seen it?
Can’: think what she sees in me. Ac-

ure to her, end didn't say a word
about its being skied, and said there
was tone in it? Have you got the
cheek to say & woman can’t criticise?
But you don’t mean to say you haven’t
heard of her? Pauline Duncombe?
Why, all the world’s talking about her
picture. It's the hit of the season,”
Dick went on nuntil he found that his
companion was not listening and that
his cigar had goné out.

“You're as bad as Kit,” he grum-
bled. ‘I never can get any one to
listen to me for five minutes together.
Wait ontil you see her, that's all.”

“] needn’t wait, old man. I know
her slightly by repute already. Ihave
seen her, too. Is it really Pauline
Duncombe?”

“Tuat’s what I’jn always asking my-
self,” ;said Dick, with a contented
lmgx Weymouth drew ay his
hand akruptiy.

“Here we are,” he said, and paid
eabman in spite of Dick’s remon-
strances. “This is my show,”” he said,
when they had selected a table in the
restaurant.

“\Vhat for?” said Dick, hotly. I
acked you to come and dine with me.
You think you're all there because
you’re going to walk on in the new
piece-next week. What on earth are
you doing it for”

¢“‘Because I made you come here,”
said Weymouth, quietly, but he need
not have trouble to explain, for Dick
was staring straight at a table in the
opposite corner of the room. :
“We will have some soup,” added
Charlie to the waiter who was linger-
ing for their order. *‘It's warm in
here,” he went on, selecting a sar-
dine.

“It's Pauline!” said Dick, softly,
still staring at the distant table.

“Yes? Not alone, surely? Ah—
no.”

“Father, I suppose,” said Dick,
making a feint of swallowing some

up.

“%h, no, I should thiok not,” said
his companion, with the usual smile.
“That's not her father. That's $he
Duke.”

“Duke? What Duke?” asked Dick,
resentfully.

“The soup is not so good as usual.
What Dake? Obh, the one she always
dines with here. Theysaid they were
engaged. Seems probable, as she is 8
decent girl enough.”

When they had got their fish, Wey-
mouth turned once more to Dick.
“‘Cheer up, old man! You've only
secen her onea or twice, and you're
well out of it. If you weren't such a
maidep, this sort of thing would hive
happened to you before. It won't do
you any harm, snyway. I'll get =
fourth for Thursday, and stand sup-
per afterwards. Ah—have some
Qhablis.”

Bat Dick had pushed back his chair,
and motioned to the astonished waiter
for his hat and stick. His face was
rather set, but otherwise he did not
seem distarbed, and he smiled as he
held out his hand.

“I'm afraid I cap’t wait any long-
er. 1 promised Kit not to be late.
It you really mean you can’t come on
Thursday we'll get some oneelse, only
let me know in time, won't you?
Goodby.”

Charlie watched him, aud forgot to
curl his lip as he saw him make a de-
liberate circuit of the room in order
to pass clase by the table in the oppo-
site correr. :

““Who's the boy who bowed to you?”
asked the Duke.

“Oh! that's Dick Hallett, a nice
boy I met st Burlington Hoube the
other night, and have seen once or
twice since. EHe'll paint rather well
' some day, but he waats a lot of teach-
ing. We're going to the theatre one
evening, Wednesday, I think; I ex-

t it means upper bozes or some-
thingawful. He's a nice boy.
you going to be jealous?”

“Depends on who is going to do the
teaching,” said the Duke,
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success, do you think?” said Wey-
mouth to his companion, as they
waited for a cab after the performance
at the Haymarket on the following
Thureday.

*‘What do you mean? I like her,”
eaid Kit, whether from conviction, or
from loyalty to Dick it would be hard
to say,

“Oh, yes; she’s delightful,” said
Charlie, who never allowed himself to
be snubbed for s moment, “‘but she’s
not going to marry Dick for all that.”
Kit drew her hand abraptly out of
hisarm. *Can’t you see further than
that?” she said scornfally. *‘It’s Dick
who doesn’t want her any more. Per-
haps you know what changed him? I
don’t.”

In another hansom, hurrying in the
direction of Maida Vale, Dick Hallett
was developing the situation he had
made for hismself three nights ago at
dinner. When a man has spent all
his life in being afraid of unimportant
people, such as shopmen and post-
office girls, it is dificult for him to re-
alize that he 18 expected to take the
initiative with the woman he loves.
Yet this is what Dick was forcing him-
self to do as the hansom rolled along
to Maida Vale, and Pauline Dancombe
sat by hia side.

“I don't believe you like me to lec-
ture you on your work,” said Pauline,
breaking off snddenly in a dissertation
on method, which she had merely be-
gun by way of filling an awkward
pause. There had been many awk-
ward pauses that evening, and to Paal-
ine Duncombe they appeared in the
light of a novel experience.

“Oh, I don’'t mind in the least,”
said Dick, candidly; ‘‘you see, you
know jever so much more than I do
about painting.”

“QOnly about painting?” she cried,
piqued.

Dick thought carefully. *“I'm not
sure,” he said, and he looked straight
in front of him at the rain trickling
down the glass.

*That’s evasive,” she said, shrug-
ging her shoulders; and she repeated
her question, ‘‘only about painting?”
“Oh, perhaps not,” he replied in-
different!y.

“What else, then?”

“It doesn’t matter, does it?”
“What else, I say?”

“How can 1 tell you what I don’t
know myself?” persisted Dick, and
imagined that he was going to silence
her.

“Why do I ask you, if I know al-
ready?”

“Well, I don’t think you need ex-
actly ?” he said, with simple directness,
while she tapped her fan angrily
against the window ledgze.

“How wsufferably serious you are
this evening,” she said contempta-
ous!y.

“i’m very sorry,” eaid Dick ; ‘“*what
do you want me 10 do?” |

“fo be li you “were tthe ckher
evoning,” she answered quickly.

Dick drew in his breath and looked
out the side window. *‘‘I'm afraid I
can't,” ho said.

*“Why not?”

“‘Because it isn’t the other even-
ing.”

“No,” cried Pauline in a mocking
tone; ‘““there isn’t your picture to talk
about, nor your aspirations, nor the
sister you wanted me to meet.”

“No, I don’t we will talk about
those any more. Are youtired? We
are nearly there.”

“Yes, and you are glad, aren’t
you?”

“Oh, no,” assured Dick; ‘I am not
in the least bit tired.”

Sha lerned back in her corner and
tried being disconsolate.

“I don’t know what has come over
you,” she said with a sigh in her voice,
*‘and I bad so looked forward to this
evening.”

*“Had you? Yes, it would be a
change for you,” said Dick with a
laugh. -

“I don’t often get any fun,” she
went on, without heeding the insinna-
tion. *‘Iam all alone in the world,
and people are not often kind. It
was the kindness in your face the oth-
er night—"

“Shall we have the glass up?” said
the inexorable Dick. “It’s stopped
raining, and it's so staffy.”

“As you like,” she said, und the
weariness in her voice was real. *I
don’t much care what happens, if you
are going to be like all the rest.”

“Then there are plenty more,”
thought Dick, bitterly. But he was
finding it rather hard to hug his griev-
ance.

“Why are you so strange this even-
ing ?” asked the complaining voice at
his side.

“Oh, I'm all rigcht. Youn needn’t
bother me,” he said, brasquely. “Here
we are, at last.”

She said nothing while he dismissed
the cabman and followed her up the
steps.

*‘Are they waiting for you, or—"

“No; I have a key,” she said, and
held it out to him ; and as ho took it
she caught his fingors in hers, anl
broke out passionately: *Dick, what
have I done to make you so unkind?
How dare you treat me thus? What
have I done, Dick? What have 1
done?”

.“I sm not unkind, Pauline,” he
said, in a perfectly spiritless tone, and
drew the key and his hand away and
unlocked the door for her.

For a moment they stood together
in the shadow of the portieo.

“No, I don’t believe you are,” she
said ander her breath; “‘you deepise
me. Ohb, yes; you despise me.” And
then, eeized with another paroxysm
of angzer, she cried: *““Who are you,
to judge me like this? Do youa know
that if I like, to-morrow I could?-"

“Marry a duke? Ob, yes; I know,”
boe said, and etood aside to let her
ase, :

*“No,” she said, stamping her foot
in the hall withiu,- and bewitching
him all overagain by her mere per-
sonality. **No! You were a little

“Peuline’s not been altogether »

too quick that time, Dick, Noi marry

revoir!”
He sprang into the hall just as the
door was closing and caught her 12
his arme.

“Pauline! One moment, Whatan
awful aes I've been! Bat to see you
dining with him, when I'Ead believed
in you so thoroughly ; snd to find that
every one else had knowa it; and
Pauline—" L
“What a thing it is 16 be a good
boy!” ehe eaid, with s pont. Dick
bestowed something in the neighbor-
hood of the pout that dispelled it, and
sprang back into the cold again, while
she slowly shut the door.

“I have dined with him lots of
times,” she said through the cbmk'i
“and I've no doubt he thinks now—

“What?” shouted Diek, furiously,
althongh the policeman was within
hearing. ) X

““What I shall tell him to-morrow 13
all nonsense,” she said smly,and shut
the door in his face.

“Did you go on teachinz that nico
boy of yours last night?” asked tha
Duke, when he strolled into her studio
the next afternoon. )

“No,” said Pauline, aeasuring her
model’s chin with sh; “‘no.

He's a nicer boy than ht. And
he’s been teaching me.”
The Duke looked gy thougk he

found this piece of information rather
disquieting. *‘Anyhow, you'll come
and dine to-night?” he.said, a little
sulkily. . .

“To-night? Let me sca—to-night
—oh, I can't. I'm gcing to have &
high tea with Dick and Bis sister.”

“Good heavens! High tea with a
man’s sister !” ‘

“Yes,” said Pauline, with & pual of
laughter. *‘Do you knév, I really be-
lieve it is going to We serious this
time. T always told yop he was anice
boy 1”"—St. Panl’s. {
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WISE WORDS,

——

When the last sunshine of expiriny
day in summer twilight creeps itseif
away, who hath not felt the softness
of the hour sink on t}s heart—as dew
alongz the flower ?—Byron.

The press was not granted by mon-
archs; it was not gained for us by
aristocracies; but it sprang from the
people, and, with an immortal instinet,
it has always worked for the people.—
Disraeli. >

The great high road of human wel-
fare lies along the higiway of stead-
fast well*doing, and they who are the
most persistent and work in the truest
spirit will invariablpsde the most suc-
cessful. —S. Smiles.

Who swerves from nnocence, who
makes disuse of that icrene compan-

ion, 8 good name, r:covers not his
loss; but walks é& shame, with

doubt, jwith fear, aghi haply with re-
morse.LWordswor e N i

It is a hizh, solentn, almost awful,

SIGNS OF-PROSPERITY.

Where spades grow bright, '
And idle swords grow dalls
YWhere gaols are empty,
And where barns ave fall;
Where field paths are
With frequent feet outworn,
Law Court yards weedy,
Silent, and forlorn;
Where doctors foot it,
And where farmers ride;
Where age abounds,

And youth is multiplieds
Where poisonous drinks .
Are chased from every placeg

Where opium’s curss
No longer leaves a tracs
‘Where these signs are
They clearly indicate
A happy people,
And a well-ruled State,
~From the Chinesas,

————

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

It takes a bad maa to be a good
politician.

It's a credulous world—every man
believes in himself. —Puck,

A thing of beauty is not always a
joy forever—sa fine complexion, for
sxample.—Puck.

You will know a great deal about a
man when you breakfast with him a
few times.—Puck.

Thero are lots of good things in this
world without any one to push them
slong.—Atchison Globe.

His story had a plot,no dor

But then, he didn’t neel it

He had to go and take it out

Batore they'd even read it,

—Washingion Star,
If people would just tell us how aot
to make a mistake, instead of how not
to have made a mistake, we'd get along
better.

Miss Oldgirl —“‘I always try to make
myself plain.” Miss Pert—*‘How ad-
mirably you have succeeded.”—Phila-
delphia Record.

The ancients thought the world was flat-

We know that isr’t true—

But when our fondest hopes are dashed

We moderns think so, too.

—New York Herald,

Dasty Rhodes—*“How’s your appe-
titetheze days?” Fitz William—“‘I've
got to a point where it makes me
hangry to eat.”—Puck.

“The press is a great educator.”
“0Oh, I am not so sureabout it! Thereo
are many people who still write on
both sides of the paper.”—Puck.

Teacher—*“Now, Tommy, tell us
what an hour-glass is?” Tommy
(thoughtfully) —*‘Guess it must be
what papa takes so often.”’—Truth.

She—¢‘How did he enter coilege?
He isn’t sixteen vet.”” He—*‘‘No. But
he is over six feet, and has a chest
measurement of forty inches.”—Life.

{ “Where are you goiag, my pretty maid?”
“I'm going a-nutting, kind sir,” she said.
*May I go with you, my pretty maid?”
“I'm not going chestnutting, sir,"’ she said.
—Detroit Frés Press.

Syonex—*‘“What’s the matter with

thought for every indridual man that
his earthly influence, vhich has had » |
commencement, will rever, through
all ages, were he the_yery meanest of
us, have an end.—Carlyle.

It is 70 man’s business whether he
has genias or not ; work he must, what-
ever he is, but quietly and steadily;
and the natural and gnforced results
of such work will be slways the thing
God meant him to do, and will be his
best.—Ruskin.

Though we do nothing, Time keeps
his constant pace, anl flies as fast 1n
idleness as in emplovaent. An hour
of vice is as long as gy, hour of virtue.
But the difference whch follows upon
good actions is infinite from that of
ill ones. —Feltham.

It is in the most p#t in our skill in
manners, and in the observance of
time and place, and of decency in gen-
eral, that whateds cakei taste consists;
and which is in reality no other than
a more refined judgmeat. The cause
of a wrong taste is a alefect of judg-
ment. —Burke.

— el
0ld Tom Logzfus Jest.

Old Tom Logan, who stood at the
head of the Oregon %ar for a great
many years, was an ihvelcrate wag as
well as a most orjiliant and able
lawyer. Most of tht anecdotes told
of Logan’s court roo encounters will
not bear publication, but here is one
that will: |

One day Logan wag:rguing s case
before Chief Justi ene, of the
Supreme Court of t was at that
time the Territory bf Washington;
opposed to him we s backwoods
lawyer named Browne, Logan con-
tinuslly referred to tg?ocouuscl on the
other side as thougd his name were
spelled *‘Browny,” %o the evident
annoyance of tha ntleman. At
last the Judge i ered, remark-
mg:
§‘Mr. Logan, the gentleman’s name
is spelled ‘B-r-o-w-g9," and is_pro-
nounced ‘Brown,’ no§Browny. .l\ow.
my name is spelied *§-r-¢-e-n-e, bus
you would not pronoguce 1t ‘Greeny,
wouald you?”

*That,” replied p, gravely, but
with 8 merry twinkldin bis eyeh“de-

nds entirely on your Honor
E:oides this case.”—New York Mail
and Express.

you? what yer sputtering about?”

. Chumpleigh—*Doogles called me a

fool.” Synpex—‘‘Oh, I wouldn’t

| mind that; he never did have any

tact.”—Boston Transcript.

“It must be just lovely to be the
two-headed girl,” said Mand Ethel.
“Just think of being able to look

i straight ahead of one’s self and look

back to see what the other woman has
on at the same 1nstant !”’—Indianap-
olis Journal.

Father —““You may as well give up
thinking about that young man, Dash.
ing. He does not love you.” Daugh-
ter—‘‘dow do you know, papa?’
Father—*‘I met him at the club just
now, and he refused to lend mea
fiver.”—Boston Globe,

“John, is your revolver ioaded?”
“I don’t think it is.” “‘What in the
world wounld you do, then, if a burg-
lar should break into the house?”
“Why, £’d point the revolver at him
and tell him Idida’t krow it was load-
ed.”—Chicago Record.

Housekeeper—**You don’t look as
if you had washed yourself for a
month.” Tramp—*Please, mum, th’
doctors say th’ proper time to bathe
is two hours after a meal, and 1 have-
n’t had anything you eall a meal in
six weeks.” —New York Weekly.

““Have you anything to say before
sentence is pronounced against yon?”
asked the Judge. ‘‘The only thing
I’m kickin’ about,” anawered the con-
victed burglar, *is bein’ identified by
s man that kept his head under the
bed clothes the whole time, That's
wrong.”'—Judge.

Romantic Miss—*‘Have |there not
been moments in your experience
when life seemed full of unsatisfied
wants ?” Mr. Hardhead—*‘Y-e-s,
that's so.” Romantic Miss —*At such
times I always fly to music for relief.

What do you do, Mr. Hardhead?”
Mr. Hardhead—*‘I advertise.”—Re
boboth Sunday Herald.

————E R —
The Eflects of Rifle Balls,

The results, as tried on Swatis and
Chitralis, seem to show the extremel
small stopping power of the bullet,
an'ess it happens to hit a bone or g
vital part. The net result seems to be
that at a very short range of two or
three hundred yards the Lee-Metford
builet has a sort of explosive action,
and pulverizes the bone it strikes; ag

——-'—_’-
Latest Feat in ‘n‘nphy.

Photography hashadnany triumphs.
One of the latest is ated with the
name of Professor , famous for
his feats in instantan work. He
has just sacceeded in Juotographing a
dragon fly on the wige—an operation
1 xposure of only

one-twenty-five-thou
ond. The photo
the performance 18 v erial enough,
and surely, as the Fhtozram says,
some credit should bawarded to the
man capabie of scculitely dividing a
second in 23,000 par Certainly a
man who can compu ’ he twenty-five

| pute anytbing. ~-We

thousandth part of 8 ’ nd can come.
plaster Gazetio,

s medium range it makes a small,
clean wound; at ajlong range it makes
! s bad wound, larger at the exit of the

‘ bullet than at the point where it en-
' tered.—Saturday Review.

—eE—

Beran Withont Arms or lecs,

Insiances are numerous of persons
| who, born svithout arms, learned to
! use their feet as hands. Bulwer, in
{ “The Artificial Changeling,” tells of
' John Simonds, a native of Berkshire,
 who was born armless, but who could
| write with his moutb, thread a needle

' with his toe, tie a knot, play cards, |

and do almost auything that another
person usually does with his fingera,
| = Kansag City Star,

His Skin an Armor.

In Berlin a Singhalese baffles all in-
vestigations by the physiciaus by the
lmpenetrability of his skin. The
bronzed Easterner, a Hercules in
shape, claims to have found an eiixir
which will render the human skin im-
pervious to any metal point or sharp-
ened edge of a knife or dagger, and
calls himself the “Man with Iron
Skin.” Itis true that it has been im-
possible to even serateh his skin with
eharply-pointed nails, with finely-
ground knives and daggers.

_Heis now exhibiting himself, and
kis greatest feat is to pass with bis eu-
tire body through a hoop, the inside
of which is hardly big enough to ad-
mit his body, and is closely set with
sharp knife points, daggers, nails and
other equally pleasant trifles. Through
this hoop he squeezes his body with,
absolate impunity. The physicians
do not agrea as to his immunity, and
some of them think that Rhanuin,
which is his name, is & fakir who has,
by long practice, succceded in harden-
ing bimself ° -

Earliest Vegetables Always {"ay.

That’s so, the editor hears Mr. Market
Gardner say. Well, why don't you have
them? Simply because you don't plant
Salzer's Northern grown see !s. His vegeta-
bles are bred to earliness and they never dis-
appoint you, Saizeris the largest grower of
vegetables, farm seeds, grasses, clovers, po-
tatoes, ete.

IF YOU WILL CUT THIS OUT AND SEND IT TO
the John A. Satzer S2ed Co., La Crosse, Wis.,
with 102, postage, you will get sample pack-
age of Early Bird Ralish (readyin 16 days)
and their zreat catalozus, Catalogue aloae,
Be. postage. (A.C)

Thoe Mest Pleasant Way
Of preventing the grippe, colds, headachesand
fevers i3 to use the liquid laxative remedy,
Syrup of Figs, whenever the system needs a
gent'e, yet effective cleansing. To be benefited

one must get the true remedy manufactured
by the Ca'ifornia Fiz Syrup Co.only. Forsale
by a!l druzgists in 50:. and $1 bottles.

It is a creat deal better and safer to be alone
than w.th t! 03 of questionable characters.

Every Mothe: Shoun!d Always linve
a bo!tie of Parker's Ginrer Tonic. Nothingso
good for nain, weaknes- coldsand sleeplessness
S—

There is more than one foqd
which will cause the body to
increase in weight. A free
supply of sugar will do this;
so will the starchy foods;
cream, and some other fats.
But ito become fleshy, and yet
remain in poor health, is not
what you want. Cod-liver oil
increases the weight because
it is a fat-preducing food. But
it does far more than this. It
alters, or changes, the pro-
cesses of nutrition, restoring
the normal functions of the
various organs and tissues.

SOl Emulsion.
of Cod-liver Qil, with hypo-
phosphites, is pure cod-liver
in a digested condition. So
that, when a person gains in
weight from taking Scott's
Emulsion, it is because of two
things: First, the oil has
acted as a fat-producing food;
and, sccond, it has restored
to the body a healthy condi-
tion. Such an improvement
is permanent: if comes {o stay.
SCOTT'S EMULSION has been endorsed
by the medical profession for twenty years.
(Ask your doctor.) This is vecause it is
always galatable—always uniform—always
contains the purest Norwegian Ced-liver Oid
and Hvgpophospites.
- Put up in so-cent and $1.00 sizes. The small

size may be enough to cure your cough or
help your baby.

PARKER'S

. HAIR BALSAM
v S Cleanses rnd beantifics the halr
- Promiotes s luzuriant growth.
Never Fails to Iestore Gray

4 Hair to its Youthful Color.
S35 Cures sra'p disences & haur faling,
Se,and $livat Druggiste

and WHISKY habite cur:d. Book sent
FREE. Dr. B. ¥. WOOLLRY, ATLAYTA, GA

Absolutely

v

@3%

Beoaus» he had palpiiation altie
heart, Mr. A. J. Allon determice lto
quit emoklag, Hethoug ttha to-
bacco habit was the eanse of his
trouble, but whenhe ceasel smoking
the puisations of the heart werd
more violent than evor. Xr. Allen i3
a registered ochomist of Lyno, Mass,,
and at second thought he conciudad
that, if tobaoco wasn't the cause, i
maust bo acate dyspepsia. 11l
knowledge of ehomistry naturally
prompted him to take Ripans
Tabules, well knowing their efloacy
in disorders of the stomach, liver
and bowels. Quick ruliel followed,
and now thare is no more distress in
the region of his heart, Dut the ree
mackabla part of Mr Allea’s expes
fonce follows: He docilaPto forego
smoking anyhow, and discovered
that Ripans Tabulos not only satise
fied the longing for tohaeco, which
all smokors are familiar with bat a
first he aotually looked forward with
pleasure to the three periads each
day when he took tho Tahules. Me
Allen no longer smokes, and haa no
desiro to, nor does he take the
Tabules, Ho» is a woll man, and doag
not peed medicine of any kind, Mr,
Allen belleves Ripins Tabules will
prove a powerfal ald to any man whe
desires to abandon the tobacoo
habit,
Ripans Tabules are so'd by drug:lsts, or by maf
It the price (3) comts a b x) 's sent L) Tus Ripyag

Chemical Oompany, N>, 10 5, ruco s8, New Yorik
Sample vial, 10 con:s

({4 B l . 9
1ght
costs cotton planters more
than five million dollars an-
nually. This is an enormous
waste, and can be prevented,
Practical experiments at Ala-

bama Experiment Station show
conclusively that the use of

« Kamit”

will prevent that dreaded plant
disease.

Our pamjhlets are not advertising clrenlars boome

ing special fertilizers, but are proctical works, contame
g the results of latest experiments ia this line.
Every cotton farmer should have a copy. Lley are

sent free fur the asking.
GERMAN KALI WORKS,
93 Nassau St,, New Yorke

et

SECOND-HAND

Tuerk Water HMolor

FFOIR S AT,
Large Size, Coet £409, in u e fonr m nths
Will Bo Sold at a Rurgain.

T Appiy at onea to
Atianta Newspaper Unien, Atiznta, Go.

TIIE AEFRMOTOR CO, does ha!f the world's
windm!il business, because It has reduced the cost of
wind power to 1.6 what it was It his maoy branch
houses, an-l supplies 1's gosds and repalrs
at your deor. 18 can aud does furt.sh e

botter article for les rooney than

od others. It mmokes Punplug and

8§ Gonred, Steel  Gialvanmsod-afler-

- o Completton Windmbils, Tiltng
rERRRAY and Flxed Stoel Towers, Sirel [inzz Naw
: Frames, Stoel Feed Cutters and Feed

A Grinders. Onapplicstion 1t will name one

of thesns articios that it will furnish untl
January 1st at 1,3 tho usual price. I S0 makes
Tarks and Pumps of atl k!nas.  Send for caisiogue
Factory: 12th, Rociweil end Fillmore Strects, Chlcago

OSBOIRILNEYS

rtarriess (Zj % /4;/z?

Schoolof Shoxrthinannd

AUGUSNTA, GA.
Notext books nsed, Actual bu<ness from diy of
»rnlvnng. Ba.iness papers, coliags corronoy agd
goods uead, Sond for h\anmno.y illustrat s caae

iogus. Bozrd cheaper than mnany Soothern ey,

 ASTHIIA

POPHAM'S ASTHMA SPECIFIC

O G178 relict n FIVE minutes. fend
3 » g-1fora FREE trial kage, Bol! "y -
< Druggistsl Ons fox sent postpal!

<Y B 0N recelpt of 21,00, Bis bees £3.00.
G L I d Al u'ﬂlﬂl FOTilall, FIILA., TA. §
’ L N - - - - o

~ o L >
; X Treatedfree.
Tovitively (T LRD
with Vegetabl,
Remodles Nave
cured many thou.

sand cases
nounced hzele.. From frvt dose symptoms rapadly diappess,
and 1aten daysatleast twothirdg of all sympt os are remove L,

TS TREATMENT FURKISIED FREE - meid
" E by mal
TER PATS TREATMENT FimmisiEo cRte s o

BV .ocieannconcia PR, Two, "95.

re-Delieious-NutritiOﬁs-'

The Breakfast (oroa

MADE BY

B8 WALTER BAKER & (0, Luen

DORCHESTER, MASS.

COSTS LESS THAN ONE CERT A CUP

NO CHEMICALS.

¢ ALWAYS ASK YQUR GROCER FOR
WALTER BAKER &(0S.BREAKFAST CoCOA

£ MADE AT DORCHESTER,MASS.!T BEARS

- 9
_To Hearrn'

i

93 -AVOID IMITATIONS-

™NY |
{ A POINTER:

R THEIR TRADE MARK LA BELLE CHOCOLATIERE

ON EVERY CAN.

——

'l Use BROWN'S IRON BITTERS.

GUARANTEE
Purchase Money refunded shonld Hrowns's Iron Pifters taken as 1i-eried /il s Yanefit any
person sufering with Dysporeia, Malaria, Chills an ! Fever, Kidney st Tiver Troulles, Bliious.
Liess, Female Infirmities. impure Blood, Weaki w Nervous Troables, ( Zroulc Hesdlachs of
Neurnigin. More tisn 4,090,000 betties gald—sn »aly oo askel for and reladed,

icral)

PROWN CHEMIUAL (0, Bonrinoss, Mp,




